It was the last day of school before summer break, I was so excited to get out for summer 
break. I was finally done with the school year. We do some everyday activities and watch a 
movie on the last day ,we go out for lunch and then finish the rest of the day. We finish up 
the school day and I say bye to everyone until next year. My dad picks me up and we head 
home. I eat dinner, shower and lay down in my bed. I wake up and it's finally the first day 
of summer break. I decided I wanted to go to the arch (it's a cliff jumping spot). So I call 
my friends Christian and Ford. “Hey Ford? Are you trying to go to the arch today?” I 
asked him. 

“Sure, I can ride over on my ebike right now,” Said Ford. “Ok, sounds good,” I say. “I will 
call Christian and ask him right now,” I said. “Ok see you guys there” Ford says as he 
hangs up. I call Christian and he picks up “What's up dude?” Christian says. “Do you 
want to come to the arch today with me and Ford?” I asked him. “Yeah I will go,” he says. 
So we all leave and head there. We all meet up at the arch. “Go first, Samson,” Christian 
says. I run as fast as i can and leap off the ledge, I feel like i'm soaring through the air for 
forever. As I hit the water I felt a sharp rush through my body and when I popped up it 
was not the beautiful sunny day that it was. It was cloudy, gray, and sad. And the water 
was unusually cold for this day as well. It was a completely different environment. I heard 
conflicts in the distance, so I quickly rushed out of what I was realizing is now almost 
freezing water and tried to find some way to get warm as soon as I could. I see this kinda 
funny looking man walking with a bayonet which I have only seen in history Museums. I 
approach the man who is whistling at this point, and when he sees me he immediately is on 
guard and in a threatening posture. But as I approach the man, shivering with my hands 


up and in just shorts, he realizes I am not a threat. He is still weary and on guard. I smile 


and look at the man “Excuse me sir do you think you could help me and point me to the 
nearest town or city” i say still discombobulated. He stops and stares at me with a blank 
expression. “Sir” I say once again as I tap him. “Ne me touche pas” the man says to me. I 
didn't know what he had said but I had taken French in middle school and it sounded 
similar. I assumed it was French and continued to try and work out the situation. I put a 
bracelet I had on my hand around his wrist to let him know, and ensure I was a safe person 
for him to trust with good intentions. As I put it around his wrist he gives me a big smile 
and pats me on the shoulder. I gave him a soft smirk back, and this bracelet was the only 
sense of color around now that I am noticing. It's almost like it brought a sense of life into 
this whole place. The man sees me shivering and remembers to get his top coat and to let 
me borrow it. He eagerly takes it off and hands it to me. I put it on and we trek on this 
passage. The man continues whistling and we continue marshing on the path. We had been 
walking on this path for a while when we hear commotion in the distance, and as we 
approach this small hill we cant see the other side, the man signals for me to get lower. I 
crouch and we slowly creep up the hill. He approaches the outlook of the top of the hill 
ahead of me when he signals for me to stop. “KaThuuuud” we hear a loud boom this time 
way closer and louder. The man has dropped to the ground. My ears are ringing but I drop 
to the floor and slowly start crawling towards the man. Once I get to him he pulls me close 
and points to the conflict happening at the bottom of the hill. What appears to be a town 
but it wasn't normal it looked as if it was stripped and scavenged. Then we see the big 
barricades in the middle of the streets blocking whole roads and access points. He gestures 
to move and we creep towards the tree line while the fight is still going on. We manage to 


flank the conflict and he takes me to what appears to be a camp where there were other 


people similar to him, dressed in a similar fashion. We sit down together around a fire and 
he hands me a piece of bread and some water. I look at him, and then around wondering 
what else we're going to eat but it quickly becomes apparent that this is all we’ll be eating 
and it would be best to just enjoy it. I stare at the man and point out to myself “Samson,” I 
say to him. “My name is Samson.” once again. He looks at me and smiles “Samson,” he 
says softly in a different accent. He looks at me and points to himself and says “Jean.” I 
look at him and smile. We finish our food and he shows me the makeshift shelters they had 
set up and been living out of. We get into our tents and go in for the night. 
(KKKLLLUUUUTTHHUUUNKK) we hear a ear piercing sound, i pop up and hurry out 
of the tent. Jean grabs me by my wrist and takes off. I get the memo and follow his pace 
sprinting as fast as I can closely behind Jean. We make it to a look out where we can 
examine our surroundings. And we look around the town as big flames engulf a lot of the 
city. Me and Jean realize this and know what we have to do. At that moment I had just 
remembered in History class how earlier in the school year we had learnt about the French 
Revolutionary War. Everything all clicked to me in that moment, it's exactly what our 
teacher had described a couple of months ago, but how? These aren't relevant right now I 
thought, but could it be? If this is the case then what I had learned was that the 
government had made the living conditions for its citizens miserable and almost unlivable. 
Which is why they revolted in the first place. I looked at Jean and the fear in his eyes, I 
looked at him and pointed at the fighting. He gives me a nod and we both start sprinting 
straight towards the fighting. There were more formal people we saw and then more 
common looking folk that looked more like Jean. Jean rushes through the crowds of people 


fighting with a piece of wood he had picked up, I quickly follow by his example. We make it 


to the front of the barricade and start putting on whatever rubble and scraps that we can. 
We finally fortified the barricade where we were outnumbering the soldiers and we had the 
high ground advantage on them. It was becoming apparent as the fight was going on that 
we were pulling through and taking the lead, we continue helping in any way that we can 
and it comes down to the last soldier, he tries to run but I smile and look and point at Jean, 
he picks up a rock, gives it a second, and sends a complete fastball at the last soldier hitting 
him in his back as he falls. I see some of the Revolutionaries taking away this man that 
looked familiar with white hair. I remember him as King Louis XVI, he was the king of 
France during the French Revolution. I also remembered he got executed by the guillotine. 
There was a giant group of revolutionaries all gathered in the middle of the now scavenged 
town square. There was a wooden platform in the middle of everyone that we noticed. He 
was going straight towards it too. We know what this means. Everyone is cheering and he is 
kneeled down and puts his head into the guillotine, the executioner raises the blade. But 
then the king looks up, at me, with a sense of fear and sadness in his eyes. The executioner 
drops the rope and I look away. Before i can open my eyes i feel a sharp pain in my chest, 
why cant i breath? My eyes open and it's dark but they hurt, and it's cold, but in a 
shocking way. I'm in the water. I don't know which way is up for a second but then all of 
my motor skills come back and I blast up to the surface. I pop up and it's sunny and there's 
a warm summer breeze blowing across the saltwater on my face. I look up at the cliff and 
my friends are still there looking down at me. “ You were in the air for a solid couple of 
seconds” Christian says, “Yeah, nice jump, '' says ford. “... wait, how did you get that 


jacket?” Christian asks. “Oh, I uhh, felt it when I jumped so I grabbed it” I said, trying to 


figure out some way to explain this. I swim to shore and lay on the warm rocks in the sun 


feeling the forging on each button on the jacket as I stare into the cloudy summer sky. 


The End, Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it. 
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